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"t^USTLING BY SHEER 
V* MAGIC -WITH THE 
VERY FORCES OF LAW 
AND OR PER IN REVERSE. 
SUCH IS THE INCREDIBLE 
WEB OF CIRCUMSTANCE 
THAT (SENDS THE INDOM- 
ITABLE ***** '* v / 

THUNDERING THRU A 
HAZE OF SUN-SMOKE, 
PITTING RAW COURAGE 
ANP «IX-fiUN SAVVY 
AGAINST THE DEADLY 
WIZARDRY OF THE 

r-fROW ARTISTS! 



T»?E FIND ROCKY LANE .FEARLESS YOUNG 
U/uNDERCOV£R MARSHAL, AT A PRY WAT E« 
HOLE AS A MERCILESS PROUfiHT tfWP- TM 
HEART OF THE 6 RE AT RANGE LAMPS*. 



ANOTHER WATER HOLE 
CSONE DRY AMD HOT A 
SIGN OF RAIN IF THIS 
orv SPELL DOESN'T LET 
UP SOON, THERE'S BOUND 
TO BE \TROUBLS J 



WHEN WATER IS SCARCE 
AND THEIR CATTLE ARE 
PYING OF THIRST, FOLKS 
DON'T RESPECT WATER 
RIGHTS AND ARE APT TO 

^G R ETT^\^^ 
? 0 WATER- BY b HOO r K OR 



RECKON WE'D BETTER 
STAY AROUND THESE PARTS 
FOR A WHILE J IF TROUBLE 
BREAKS OUT— I AIM TO 
BE AROUND ' " 
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THEN I'LL take OFF MY 
DISGUISE AND DROP IN 1 ON 
HIM AGAIN.' WHEN HE GITS 
AROUND TO THE SUBJECT, 
I'LL OFFER TO GIVE HIM 
FIVE HUNDRED HEAP OF 
CATTLE, ENUF TO FILL 
THE PHONY ORPER- 
«>/? /» A/0T£ ON 

HIS spread; 




IN THAT WAY, THE CATTLE WE 
LEND HIM'LL BE GETTING 
PLENTY OF FREE WATER AND 
BY THE TIME HIS NOTE. GOMES 
DUE, WE'LL HAVE THE CATTLE 
RUSTLED BACK A/VP WE'LL " 
/V07 ONiY FORECLOSE ON 
HIS RANCH BUT PIN A 
RUSTLING CHARGE ON 
HIM J A RUSTLING 
CHARGE THET'LL 
STICK .' 



THET'S ALL MIGHTY 
SLICK, BUT HOW'RE 
WE GONNA RUSTLE 
THEM CRITTERS " 
BACK AND PIN 
A RUSTLING 
CHARGE ON 
WESTON ? 



HAH - THET'S 
PLUMB EASY.' 
I'LL OFFER TO 
SLAP THE BAR 
X BRAND ON THE 
HERD BEFORE I 
DELIVER 'EM 
THEY'LL BE BRAND- 
ED ALL RIGHT — 
COLD BRANDED J 



DOGGONED, BRONC, 
THET COL D- BRANDING 
IDEA IS PLUMB BRAINY. 
WE GIT WESTON'S 
SPREAP, ANP THE 
CRITTERS BAG K, AND 
WESTON GITS 
BLAMED FER 
RUSTLING 'EM/, 



AND THE CRITTERS GIT 
PLENTY OF GOOD WATER,, 
MEANWHILE ' 



GOING 





FEW HOURS LATER, AFTER VISITING 
WESTON OF THE BAR X RANC H--- 



HYAR COMES 
BRONC NOW, 
BACK FROM 
THE BAR X ' 



FINE.' HA, HA.' 

I'VE GOT 'IM 
PLUMB ON 
THE HOOK 1 




J 



OH READY TO 
F?IDE, BOYS .'SOON 
AS I GIT SHED OF 
THIS DISGUISE, 
WE'RE GOING 
TO PAY WESTON 
ANOTHER 



YOU SHORE 

AIN'T 
LETTING 
NO GRASS 
GROW 
UNPER 

E FEET, 
BRONC.' 




THAR'S WESTON 
NOW .'I'LL 
THE TALKING. 





HOWPY, 
BRONC .' 
WHAT 
BRINGS 
YOU THIS 
WAV ? 



THE PRY SPELL HAS 
HIT MY HERD HARD. 
MY WATER HOLE'S 
GONE PRY.' I RECKONED 
yOU MIGHT BE INTER- 
ESTED IN BUYING 
SOME OF THE CRITTERS, 
SEEING AS HOW YOU'VE 
GOT PLENTY OF WATER 
FER 'EM.' 
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VUH STOLE THOSE FL-V INS M 
STEERS ANP I'M GALLIN' 

30YSJ\N£>*e STRINGING 
THE VARMINT UP.' 



VWMT??TH06E 
ARE MY CATTLB 
... GREAT fiUNSi 

TH-THEV ARE 
WEARING FLVINGM 
BRANDS J WH-WHAT 
HAPPENED TO 
MV CATTLE? 




AFTER 'IM.' 
SHOOT TO 
HILL ,* 



IW7HIL6 AT THAT Muwcn 

aa^THi STACCATO . ROAR OF *>*- 
<?UNS REACH HIS KEEN EARS • 
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COME ON, BLACK JACK J 
IT'S GETTING PARK, 
WHICH'LL GIVE ME A 
CHANCE TO BROWSE 
AROUND THE FLYING M 
RANCH ON THE QUIET. 
MIGHT FlNP SOME- 
THING THERE THAT'LL 
GIVE ME A LEAP.' 



WAIT HERE FOR ME, 
BLACK JAGK.OLP 
PARP.' IF- THESE 
JASPERS ARE 
BEHINP THIS j 
I'LL HAVE TO 
WATCH MY 
STEP.' 



an FAR SO GOOP • HMM THERE'RE 
THE SPRiAP'5 BRANP.NG IRONS 
ON THE BUNKHOUSE WALL.' 
SAY 1 THAT'S 
STRANGE .' 



THIS IS A BAR X . 
BRANDING IKON J 
WHAT'S IT DOING 
HERB ON THE 
FLYING M 
RANCH ? 



THOUGHT I HEEREP SOME- 
THING.' IT'S THET GUSSEP 
STRANGER THET KEPT US 
FROM WIPING WESTON 
OUT— SNOOPING 
AROUNP.' 



THIS COULP BE 
THE ANSWER TO 
A LOT OF THINGS.' 
W0MPER IF. 

L UGH ! 



60T 
YUHJ 



WHUT'S 
GOING ON, 
BRONC f 



IT'S THET SNOOPING 
STRANGER .'JUST 
CAUGHT HIM HERE 
PROWLING 'ROUNP.' 
SEARCH 'IM .' 
HE MIGHT BE 
A LAWMAN .' 



RIGHT, 
BOSS.' 



GREAT 
GUNS. 1 
H-HE'S 
ROCKY 
LANE, 
THE 

LAWMAN J 



ROCKY LANE, EH?WE'LL 
HAVE TO ©IT RIP OF 
HIM.'GIT THET KILLER 
MUSTANG SAPPLED UP.' 
THIS HAS GOTTA LOOK 
LIKE AN ACCIPENT.' 



SHORE, 
BOSS.' 
RIGHT 

AWAY .' 
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HOWPY, SHERIFF.' 
I WANT TO SEE 
WESTON AND IF 
A HUNCH I'VE 
GOT WORKS OUT, 
YOU'D BETTER 
BE READY TO 

Ride ' 



JUST AS I THOUGHT.' LETS GO, 
SHERIFF, AND YOU, TOO, WESTON/ 
WE'VE GOT A PASSEL OF CROOKS 
TO ROUND UP.' BY THE WAY, 
SHERIFF, BETTER BRING 

ALONG A RAZOR.' J 

A 0 
RAZOR 




YUH CAN'T y THE CHARGE IS 

PROVE < RUSTLING, BRONC 
ANYTHING. 1 ./ AND / AIM JO 
MAKE IT STICK .' 



SIT YORE . 

anps out; 



a: 



- -"Urn " 



mm 



IN THE INTERESTS OF JUSTlCEjl'LL PROVE 
MY CHARGE • GET A BRAN DING 
FIRE STARTEP AND FETCH ME 
ONE OF THOSE BAR X BRANDING 
IRONS WHILE I HOG-TIE THIS 
FLYING M CRITTER .' 
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MAN OF COURAGE 



By Clement Good 




JAKE PURLY walked up the middle of the 
dusty street. His figure was striking. 
Man or woman whose eyes rested on him 
would set him out as an unusual man, a re- 
markable man. He wore a milk-white hat, a 
blazing scarlet neckerchief and a sky-blue 
shirt. 

But it was not alone his colorful costume 
that made Jake stand out. His back was stiff, 
his shoulders straight, more in the manner 
of a soldier than the round-shouldered, slouch- 
ing posture of the average cowboy. And his 
whole being, his firm step, the tilt of his head, 
exuded a jaunty courage. 

And it required courage of a high order for 
Jake Purly to stride thus in his flamboyant 
costume through the main street of this town. 

"What a target he'd make!" somebody re- 
marked. , , 

Jake knew the truth of that. In his heart 
he realized that at the very moment his broad, 
blue-shirted back might very well be the focal 
point of a rifle sight; a rifle nosed over the 
edge of a rooftop, perhaps. 

His careless air gave no hint of what was in 
his heart. "A man who has to creep and cringe 
and crawl because he's afraid of coyotes, isn't 
half a man," he had often said. "I'd rather be 
dead than scared." 

Jake had more than his share of enemies. 
They were a great tribute to his character. 
For they were a I men of shady occupation; 
gunmen, tinhorn gamblers, highwaymen and 
assorted cheats and criminals. Jake, though 
not a lawman, was definitely on the side of 
the law. His keen brain and blazing guns had 
shattered more than one bogus business enter- 
prise. , 
Snout Morrison, watching through a crack 
in a drawn window blind, cursed softly as he 
followed the progress of the milk-white hat 
down the street. His teeth ground viciously 
on the long, slim, black cigar so that he ruined 
it. He threw the cigar to the floor and ground 
it under foot. 

"Take Purly, the meddler," he thought. He 
ran me out of one town. Why does he have 
to show up here now, just when my gambling 

n it* • 



house is going good? Well, he won't ruin me 



again!" 

Snout raised his rifle. He had moved the 
window shade just a crack; just enough to 
permit the gun barrel to peep through. He 
fixed the sight on the sky-blue shirt. The 
muscle in his trigger-finger tightened. 

But he didn't squeeze. He drew away from 
the window and set down the gun. His knees 
were weak. He sat on the edge of the bed, it's 
springs squeaking under his weight. As he 
took another cigar from his long, silver case, 
he found his fingers trembling so that he had 
trouble lighting the black panatella. 

"Arrogant sidewinder!" he muttered. "Strut- 
ting down Main Street in his glad rags! 
Seems like he was daring me to shoot him! 
Seems like he knew I wouldn't dare!" 

Snout was angry with himself that for 
•some inexplicable reason he hadn't finished 
off Jake when opportunity offered. Yet un- 
derneath, he felt a sense of relief that he 
hadn't fired. There was always the chance 
of discovery. Jake Purly had friends. And 
even many shady men didn't toady to the 
idea of a slug in the back. 

"He's got to be killed, but it should look 
like an accident," thought Snout. And almost 
at once a great idea came to him. He would 
take advantage of Jake's well-known courage 
to create the perfect accident. 

BEING husky, Snout had little trouble 
loading the keg of gunpowder into the 
wagon. He attached a long fuse. Then he 
covered the whole thing with a piece of can- 
vas. Two fast horses were hitched and he 
headed them in the right direction. 

He climbed on the wagon, puffed hard on 
his long, black cigar to make the end glow, 
then held it to the fuse. He pipped the pan- 
atella from his hand, leaped frtem the wagon, 
and gave the horses a sharp whiplash. They 
plunged forward. 

"Runaway! Runaway!" bellowed Snout. 
He leaped on his own horse to follow, but 
at a safe distance. 
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The team plunged toward the Main Street 
business district, the wagon careening after 
them. Bystanders who had heard the cry o£ 
"Runaway!" took up the shout. Women and 
children ran screaming for the board sidewalk. 

Snout watched with satisfaction as a till 
figure in a milk-white ha.t raced out of the 
post office and ran'toward the charging team. 
"It ! s working just like I planned!" thought 
Snout. He saw fjake leaping to one of the 
horses. 

"By the time he gets them slowed down, 
they'll be well out of town, Then boom!" 
chuckled Snout. "Nothing left of that med- 
dler but a tattered red handkerchief. And no 
evidence as to who did it!" 

Snout dismounted and stepped to the middle 
of the street to improve his view. 

Jake was better and faster with horses than 
Snout had realized. In a matter of seconds 
he had the team slowed to a walk. He quickly 
moved from the mare's broad back to the 
wagon seat flicked the reins, and turned the 
team. > • 

Snout was so surprised he was stunned into ' 
momentary inaction. With mouth agape he 
saw the wagon 'with , its keg of gunpowder 
heading his way. 

A scream escaped his lips before he started 
running wildly. He was so scared he forgot 
about his horse, standing just a few feet away, 

Jake Purly urged the team on to greater 
speed, shouting at the fleeing figure, "Hey, 
Snout Morrison! Wait up! I'm returning 
your runaway team to you." 

"No, no!" panted the running .Snout. 
"They're not mine. Take them away. Turn 
around !" 

"I'm sure it's your team," yelled Jake. "I 
wouldn't want you to think I was a thief like 
some people," 

Snout was red-faced, perspiring. His breath 
came in gasps as his running feet made little 
dust puffs in the road. 

"If you're in such a hurry, Snout, you might 
as well get up here and ride," said Jake. "No 
use to wear yourself all out running like that." 

With a deft movement of his strong arms 
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he leaned from the wagon seat, grasped Snout 
firmly by the shoulders, and lifted the big 
man up beside him. Snout's face was pale with 
terror. His voice was little more than a squeak 
as he gasped, "No, no! Let me off. It'll ex- 
plode." 

"What'll explode?" asked Jake, casually. 

"The gunpowder. Under that canvas. We'll 
both get blown to kingdom come." 

"Nonsense," retorted Jake. "You must be 
trying to throw a scare into me. I've driven 
many load of gunpowdei* miles and miles and 
never knew it to explode yet. You've got to 
think of a better joke than that if you want to 
scare me." 

Snout struggled desperately to leap from 
the wagon, but Jake Purly's grip held firm. 

In his fear, in his' confusion, he decided the 
only hope for his life would be to tell Jake 
everything. 

"It's not a joke." he wailed. "I wanted to 
kill you. I put a fuse to the gunpowder. I 
lit it. It'll blow any minute now. It'll send 
us both to kingdom come if we don't get out 
of here, Hurry !" 

Jake pulled the reins hard and hauled nt 
the brake. In that second while his hands were 
busy, Snout half leaped, half fell from the 
wagon. Jake pounced after him like a cat and 
when he saw the gun in Snout's hand. Jake's 
Tight fist shot forward and sent both gun and 
man sprawling in the dust. 

When Snout recovered, he was in the hands 
of the sheriff, charged with attempted murder 
and endangering life and property. 

"You see." Jake was explaining, "the min- 
ute I hopped on the wagon seat I could smell 
that burning fuse, I tore it loose, naturally, 
Then I decided to return the team and wagon 
to Snout and see what would happen." 

"But how, how did you know it was me?" 
wailed Snout, 

JjVOU sort of left your calling card." ' 

asserted the tall man in the milk- 
white hat. He pointed at the wagon bed. 
Lying there was a partly smoked, black, thin 
cigar. 

THE END 



WHEN IT COMES TO 



blowing bubbles, FLEERS HUBBLE BUBBLE can't be beat/ 



PUT MORE OPn^m^^^SSt-r 
BUY U.S. 5AVIN65 BONPS RE6ULARLYI 



lllipiljj jl! 

ONE, CAPTAIN 7 

MARVEL J /IM SAVING UP] 

.to buy one, 
too] 



goop FOR YOU, W 

they're your 
best guarantee of 

A SECURE FUTUKEi 
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i^glVIEMBIRS PONT SAVE WHAT'S LEFT AFTER SPENP.NS ! SPEND WHAT'S LEFT AFTER SAVINS 
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^— -<THEVRE REAL BAHfiBft- 



OUS1 



r 



THIS I* PRNWE PROPERTTY BUT [ 

i'm sure the owner won't 
object if i cut across h« 
Spread .' n"s a real short 

CUT INTO DULCET VALLEY/, 



• SUDDENLY - 



UUH? AW INCH LOWER. AND 
THAT LAST SHOT WOULD 
HAVE LEFT A HOLE IN MY 
HEAD INSTEAD OF 

JUST MY . 

SOMBRERO. 



Ill SET YliH 
WITH THE NEXT 



shot: 



\ 



MOT IF I ^ (SULP.') YUH SHOT 
rfSuELP ) MY SHOOTING IRON 
TT ' VrigHT OUTTA MY HAM0 
^ ' BUT THAT'S MOT SOWN A 
STOP ME FROM CHASIWS 
YUH OFF MY SPREAO j 
THIS IS PRIVATE PROPERTY, 
STBAKkSER, AMD >©'RE 
TRESPASSING . 



I JUST WANTED 

passageway I 



-' — KttT-^H 



IT'S 140 USE ARSUINS WITH THIS 

TAKE THE REGULAR TRAIL INTO 
PUtCBT VAUJSY THAN TO TRY TO , 
CONVINCE HIM TO LET METHROUSH^ 




'PARDON ME, STRANGER. 
HAS THE STAGECOACH 
FROM UARAOO CITY 
ARRIVED * 



NOT VET, MISTER.' AS A 
f MATTER OP FACT i I'M WAITING 
PER TT, TOO WE'VE GOT A SHIP- 
MENT of gold we wwn rrro 

TARE BACK TO LARADO CITY 
PER US.' 
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3RTLY AFTER- 



HERE COMES 
THE STAGECOACH 



^HEY. DRIVER, \wK W 'Hgf ««^' 

there's nobody ) ^ w ^f.S u 22^aPAMi^CT wSc 

HAPPEN Eo' TO A^^A^Y^H H" £d UKE TO 
#UR «K£a*? ) ,T BEFORE IT GITS DARK.' 




^WOW TAKE GOOD 
CARE OF THAT SOLD 
SHIPfAEUT.' IT'S WORTH 
A FORTUWE ' 



7 




THEY'VE SEEM TRICKED . 



^^1 CAN'TUNOERSTANO WHAT 
r "rOULD HAVE HAPPENED TO OLD MAM 
pSBBe-"UNLESS HE MISSEO 'THIS 
5TASECOACH AND 16 STILL BACK, 
IK1 IARA0O CITY 1 



'WELL, THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY \ 
' TO FIND OUT- AND THAT'S TO M 
SO BACK.' 




A^VOlDlrtGTHE WEK^ITOF WE HILCS 
RANCH i ROCKY LANE TAKES THE REGULAR 
ROAD SACK i AMO 



WHOA, BLACK 

Pi fcCE FOR SOMEOME TO HAVE LEFT HIS 
HAT^NLES^ THE WAS M ATERKIBLE 
HURRY- -OR SOMETHING HAPPENED 
TO HIM I ~— 
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GOING TO 
TAKE A LOOK AT THE 
WELL , I HOPE YO'RE \ OLD TRAIL WHICH RUNS, 
SATISFIED NOW.' YUM ) BEHIND YOUR RANCH .' 
STARTED WITH MUH >\ ONCE I FIND THE 
RANCH HOUSE AND THEN STAGECOACH, ITLL 
COVERED THE WHOLE /GIVE ME AN IDEA 
SPREAD WITHOUT / WHERE THOSE CROOKS 
FINDING A ( — -—[MIGHT BE HIDING 
THING / 



LBut 

WHILE ROCKY 

LANE WAS 
SEARCHING 

THE RIGHT 
HALF OF THE 
HERMITS RANCH, 
HE COULDNT 

POSSIBLY 
SEC 8ROADY 
AND RICKS 
SNEAK ONTO 
THE SPRBAP 

FROM THE 
LEFT, ANO AS 
THE HERMIT 
ENTERS HIS 
RANCH 

HOUSE — 



^CteZ/Be/TIE AND GAG DIP VUH HEAR WWtIT> 
HIM I NOW THAT THAT LAW-\ HE SAID -• -HE WAS 
MAN IS FINISHED SEARCH- GOING TO LOOK 
ING HYARi HE WON'T COME / PER. THE STAGE - 
BACK, WHICH MEANS THIS /COACH .' WELL, HE'LL 
WILL BE A PERFECT V NEVER FIND IT UNLESS 
HIDE -OUT .' _^r-"'HE DIVES DOWN TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THE RIVER ' 
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St* lioiwl trains at 
your favorite stor*. 



THE NEW 
DIESEL LOCOS, 
and th« marvelous 
DIESEL SWITCHER 

Boy! — I'll bee you and dad are planning a new and bigger LIONEL 
Railroad for this Christmas! Lots of new LIONEL locos, cars, and 
accessories to choose from! You know, boys, nobody but LIONEL 
giv» you true railroad realism. The new 1949 catalog tells all about 
the famous LIONEL smoke puffing locos, the built-in real R.R. 
whistle*, and the sensations! Lionel Electronic Railroad. LIONEL 
Train Sea priced from as little as $15.95- 



lw:ij 


LtONIL Tiains, P.O.Box 164 

Madiwn Squirt Station. New York 10, New York 

I encbsc 10c. Please send me the new ■to-pa^e, 
full-color Lionel Train Catalog (or 1949. 
Kits* — — 


TRAINS 


Cilj Zane Sltlr 
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UJLth_ 





4024 NORTH *>I*ZP"\- 
NORTH HOLLYWOOP.CAUF. 



HOWDY 'PODNEBS'I 
ON THE H»D TlW JO PM» .ion „. 

eoss uxe IKLS mPmXSss of smiles.' 

YOUR FftLft, 



ALLAN "ROCKY" LANE 
AMD 
SLACK JACK 
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WESTERN 



\ H«Nll WELL, I , 
) RECICON I'LL BE 
< GOING NOW. 



SET eOIN6,»LACK. L. 
OC.' I AIM. TO LOOK. 
OH TriffT ©AWE AT 
...l-CLftWIN' EAGLE 
JU6T TO FIND OUT IP 
' IT IS ON THE &3UAHE. 
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TARNATION \BUT r AIM TO 
DOVOU MEAN ) HAVE A CLOSE 
BUSTING IN /LOOK AT 
CARDS 




A MIGHTY SLICK SWINDLE .' POSINS As A CARD 

mmKKL'sMP*' THEN SHAVING His WHIS- 
KERS OPF AND GOING BACK 
HIS TRAIL AND GAMBLING 
THE PLACES USIN6 HIS 
CARDS. MIGHTY, MIGHTY 
SUCK - - - BUT NOT SUCK 




NOW TO GET ■ 

IN THAT GAME 
AND SHOW THAT 
TIN-HORN UP 
AFTER. I WIN 

BACK ATKINS' 
NOTeS HE WAS 
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A&LE TO READ THE CARDS AS WELL AS J™^ 

5S?wDLEleVaoacv lane coolly presses ever? 

AWM^^ro^THe TIN- HORN'S HAND... 



, . 'LL cost 
•you FIVE 
STACKS OF 
BLUES TO 



vHe-HE'5 UNCANNy/ IT'S ALMOST AS 
\ if H= C AM READ THE CARDSTJOO. 
KNOWS — 




^ WHATS THE MATTER 
AKE YOU A QUITTER? 
I'LL STAKE ALL MY 
WINNINGS AGAINST 
THOSE NOTES VOU 
HOLD OK! ATKINS' 
RANCH . ONE HAND 
WINNER 
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— BACK.' V sezvou! were J"™* 1 "* 



law squeeze A TBiesgp ^aaTy 

IKE COMES THE SHERI^'StlBf jot, i, 
- A POSSE /— : 3^3(116 JtK^ 




1 



UU(0! ^f« isr ' ToGo 




REAL MOTORCYCLE 



WITH TWO FRONT COVERS 
OF SMITH BROTHERS 

WHD CHERRY 

COUGH DROP BOXES 



mk*. You'll be the envy of every kid in 
the neighborhood when you go ripping and ro.nng 
down the street with you. Smith Brother.' Cbugoa- 
Sot.! Look, like . re.l two-eylinJer motor Nothing 
evet before made with this special motot sound chamber 

id ihe faster you pedal, the louder ir 
rs 1 Play speed cop, or army messenger. 
Have wonderful parades. Get several! 
They make dandy birthday presents, too. 



To get your own wonderful roaring 
Chugga-Mota . . . print your name 
and address on any little slip of paper. 
Pot it in an envelope along with 2(tc, 
and the front covers from t. i0 boxes 
of Smith Brother* Wild Cherry Cough 
Drops— and mailto: 

SMITH BROTHERS 

p. O. Box No. 292 
Now York 46, N, Y. 
HORRY! While supply to*'*' 



